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of the fallen white lilies; and the valley is filled with marvelous light and life and joy, as if glory and sweetness were imprisoned within its vaporous limits. Symbolism has seldom been more simple and pure, more imaginative, childlike, and direct, more absolute master of the things of sense for the things of tlie spirit, than iu this unreal scene. Buxne Jones might paint it, for it is the very spirit that sang of the Homaunt of the Hose. Eossetti might have sting its sad conclusion; for now the lady died: —
"The star-shaped flowers shrank into the stems of the trees, and appeared no more.    The tints of the green carpet faded; and, one by one, the ruby-red asphodels withered away-; and there sprang up, in place of them, ten by ten, dark, eye-like violets, that writhed uneasily and were ever encumbered with dew.  And Life departed from our paths ; for the toll flamingo, flaunted no more his scarlet plumage before us, but flew sadly from the vale into: the hills, withalUhe gay glowing birds that .had arrived in his company.    And the golden and silver fish swam down through the gorge at the lower end of our domain and bedecked the sweet river never again.   And the hilling melody that had been softer than the wind harp o£ JEohia, and more divine than all save the voice of Eleonorn, it died little by little away, in murmurs growing lower and lower, until the stream returned, at length, utterly, into tho solemnity of its original silence. And then, lastly, the voluminous cloud uprose, and, abandoning the tops of the mountains to tho dimness of old, fell back into the regions of Hesper, and took away all the most bare-faced plagiarism, or even through the simple immensity of ita assumptions — as-ersatility, originality, and pungency. It may be asl have more weight witha from To------(" Should my early life seem "), from
